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"So now I've been given, a job, too," said Vesovshchikov,
coming softly over to the mother. "I was beginning to
get bored, wondering what I ever ran away from jail for.
Here I don't do anything but hide day and night, while
there I was learning something. Pavel made us use our
heads. What's been decided about their escape, Nilovna?"
"l don't know," she said with an involuntary sigh.
Nikolai  placed a heavy  hand  on  her   shoulder and
leaned towards her.
"Talk them into it," he said. "They'll listen to you.
Nothing could be simpler. Look, here's the prison wall,
and next to it a street lamp. Across the street is a vacant
lot, on the left, the cemetery, on the right, streets and
buildings. Every day a lamplighter comes to clean the
lamp. This time he puts a ladder against the wall, climbs
up and fixes a rope ladder to one of the bricks in the top
of the wall^ lets it down into the prison yard and—
there you are! Inside the prison they know when this'll
happen and talk the common criminals into stirring up
trouble, or else do it themselves to keep the guards busy
while the runaways climb the ladder. One, two, three—
and it's all over. Simple as that!"
He gestured as he set forth his plan, which seemed
clear and simple and well thought out. She had always
found him dull and plodding, and his eyes had looked
on everything with sullen ill-will and distrust; now they
seemed to be different eyes—they glowed with a warm
even light as he tried to persuade her.
"Here's the point—they'll do it in the daytime. The
daytime, mind you! Who'd,ever suspect a prisoner of
trying to break away in the daytime, when the whole
prison's on its feet?"
"Mightn't they shoot?" asked the mother with a shud-
der.
"Who? There are no soldiers, and the guards only use
their revolvers to drive nails with."
"It seems almost too easy."
"But you'll see. Do talk them into it. I have every-

